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usual means which you adopt, the offer thus laid
out, and unless he should be incredibly obtuse or
unfilial to a criminal degree he will present himself
at the Sign of the Gilt Thunderbolt at an early
hour to-morrow."

There is a prudent caution expressed in the
proverb, "The hand that feeds the ox grasps the
knife when it is fattened: crawl backwards from
the presence of a munificent official." Chou-hu,
in spite of his plausible pretext, would have ex-
perienced no difficulty in obtaining the services
of one better equipped to assist him than was
Yuen Yan, so that in order to discover his real
object it becomes necessary to look underneath
his words. He was indeed, as he had stated, a
barber and an embellisher of pig-tails, and for
many years he had grown rich and round-bodied
on the reputation of being one of the most skilful
within his quarter of the city. In an evil moment,
however, he had abandoned the moderation of his
past life and surrounded himself with an atmo-
sphere of opium smoke and existed continually in
the mind-dimming effects of rice-spirit. From this
cause his custom began to languish; his hand no
longer swept in the graceful and unhesitating
curves which had once been the admiration of all
beholders, but displayed on the contrary a very
disconcerting irregularity of movement, and on
the day of his visit he had shorn away the vener-
able moustaches of the baker Heng-cho under a
mistaken impression as to the reality of things
and a wavering vision of their exact position.
Now the baker had been inordinately proud of
his long white moustaches and valued them above
all his possessions, so that, invoking the spirits
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